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Chapter 1

Mistress Emilie watched the barista watching her and smiled secretly to herself as she thumbed through the pages of her book. She was one of only three people sitting in the coffee shop between the lunch hour and post-work rush. She loved the quiet part of the day in her adopted city, and unlike many days she wasn’t meeting someone for what felt like a never-ending vetting process for a new slave.

It was a difficult process to be sure, replacing a slave who she had cared for as deeply as her previous property. Unfortunately, moving south to the US had meant leaving him behind, though she had given him the choice of staying with her. One of her biggest concerns leaving was that he would not thrive outside of her control or be able to find a new owner who would care for him as she had. None of which is to say she wasn’t harsh or demanding, she was, which was part of the reason this new search was so difficult.

If she were forced to tell the truth she might also admit that she compared everyone who reached out to her, the few of those she was willing to meet, and the fewer still that were brave enough to show up, to her former slave and none of the measured up, not just as a slave but as a person. She needed someone she was actually interested in controlling, and interested in spending time with, or it would just never work.

Finally, Emilie put her book down and stretched her neck a bit, catching out of the corner of her eye that the shy barista was, once again, looking over at her. Normally she would be annoyed, but it didn’t seem that he was ogling, more that he was curious about her, which was a natural reaction, she thought, to her presence. She looked down at her book again but knew that reading more at the moment was hopeless. She was too stuck in her process of finding a new slave to keep reading right then. Instead she finished her iced latte, grabbed the phone charger she had been using out of the wall, and readied herself to leave.

Just as she was about to get up she felt a presence approaching her and when she turned her head she was not surprised it was the boy. He had not come out from behind the counter before while she was there, or maybe she just had not taken a close look at him, but he was taller than she thought, and maybe a little older too, perhaps mid-twenties. He placed a paper bag on the table in front of her.

“We’re closing soon, and well, I noticed you liked the almond pastries, it would just get thrown out if I didn’t give it to you.” He said, turning away almost as soon as he said it.

“Well that is very sweet, boy,” she just couldn’t help herself, using the diminutive to describe him. “What is your name?”

Matt, Matthew,” he stammered back to her, his face turning the slightest shade of pink as he did so.

“Well, Matt-Matthew, I really appreciate that gesture. Thank you ever so much.” She smiled at him and stood up, in her heels she was about four inches taller than him, but they were probably about the same height, 5’8”, she would guess.

He looked up at her, nodded his head and mumbled something that sounded like “you’re welcome,” as he scurried away.

She smiled after him, and then left the coffee shop, her confidence buoyed ever so slightly by the kind gesture and more importantly the obvious nervousness of the young man who had been fetching her coffees for just over a week.

Matthew watched her leave the coffee shop and then started cleaning up. The best part of his job was that the shop closed in early evening which gave him his nights to himself and though he knew he should be spending that time going back to school it was much easier to spend it gaming with friends, or online. It would be easier to spend it dating too, but his terminal shyness usually kept that from happening. He didn’t know how he had worked up the courage to offer the tall, lovely, blond woman the free pastry, and almost as soon as he had he felt like looking for somewhere to hide. Not that it mattered, she was way out of his league. Hell, he thought, she is way out of anyone’s league.

As he wandered home he found himself daydreaming about the woman more and more. She was such a mystery, in the shop nearly every day, sometimes writing, sometimes reading, and often meeting a man, though they were always different men and she never seemed to enjoy the meetings. As he thought about it he realized she dressed differently when she was meeting the men, less casually, but also much more provocatively. He conjured what she had been wearing the day before, sleek black cigarette pants, black stiletto heels, and a somewhat revealing top, maybe it was called a halter top? He knew nothing about fashion but he did know that whether she was dressed like that, or in a casual sundress like he had just seen her, she was the most stunning woman he had ever seen.

Finally home, he peeked into the living room but his Dad was nowhere to be seen, he headed straight for his room and the solace of his computer. Soon he was in an online game talking with friends, the workday and the beautiful mystery both for the moment forgotten.

While Matthew was at home playing games, Emilie was also at home on her computer, in her new city. She was quite pleased with the apartment she was able to afford despite the expensive nature of the city, a two bedroom with a balcony that overlooked much of the city. While she couldn’t quite see the ocean she could smell it and imagine it, and for now that was good enough for her. If when she was finishing college she was told she would find her calling, not as a therapist, though she did plan on getting licensed again, or as a pro-domme, which is how she paid for graduate school, but as a blogger and an author, she would not have believed it. Still, two novels, written under a male pen name she hated, and a blog, under her chosen name, afforded her a comfortable if not luxurious lifestyle. The occasional gift from submissive men certainly didn’t hurt either, but that was not her main interest in the lifestyle.

As Emilie sifted through her various online profiles, and the endless messages from men who swore they wanted to serve her, she could only roll her eyes at most of them, she thought back to the decision to leave Montreal and whether it really served her interests. A lot of it came down to wanting a change of scenery, yes, but it was also true that there were new opportunities for her in the US that she didn’t want to miss out on. Oh, but losing her slave was a heavy price to pay for all of it.

As she wandered around the internet she eventually found herself on the website of the coffee shop she had come to haunt. Much better than a Starbucks or other chain location, the atmosphere was one of the few things she had found since moving that reminded her of home. She was surprised to find that the coffee shop even listed its team members on the site, a rarity in a food service industry where turnover was usually quite high. It only took her a moment to stop on the photo of the shy boy who had been watching her, and who worked up the bravery to offer her a free pastry that day.

Matthew Lane had an adorable mop of brown hair on his head and what could only be described as a swimmer’s body, tall and lean, though she thought he lacked the confidence to have ever swam competitively. He was a barista who enjoyed reading, which made her smile, and video games, which made her roll her eyes as hard as many of the messages she had read earlier in the evening. Get out and find some culture, was what she wanted to yell at him.


Chapter 2

Three days later, she had not been in on the one other day he worked, Matthew saw the statuesque blond walking back into the shop, this time in a black leather skirt, about a knee length and what looked to be black riding boots, with a flowing purple top that revealed just a bit of cleavage. He had become acquainted enough with her behavior that he was certain she would be meeting a man. He sighed quietly and willed himself not to stare, no point in it anyway, she is older than you by a good five years and miles out of your league, the voice in his head was pointed but honest, of course he would think so, since it was his voice.

True to form, not long after she sat down a man walked into the shop as though he was looking for someone, he swiveled his head frantically around the shop and Matthew saw his eyes light up in a smile when he saw the woman, he walked over to her table but did not immediately sit down. Instead he stood stock straight while they spoke for a couple of minutes. Matthew found it somewhat odd that he only sat after she gestured for him to do so.

As the man sat down across from her she looked over at Matthew and called out “Matt-Matthew, would you be a dear and bring my friend here a cup of black coffee.”

Matthew felt his cheeks heating up as he moved quickly to comply with her request, he could hear his coworker, Theresa, snickering behind him. “Run along Matthew,” she yelled after him.

He approached the table and placed the coffee down in front of the man. “That will be three dollars,” he said to neither of them in particular.

The blond enchantress smiled up at him and then looked to the other man, in his mid-to-late thirties. “Give him a ten,” she said, “he brought it all the way over to you.”

The man rifled through his wallet before handing Matthew a ten dollar bill and mumbling something that sounded vaguely like “thank you.”

“Thank you,” Matthew said, though more to her than to him. When she winked and made a motion of dismissal with her hand he felt the heat rising in his cheeks again and rushed back to the relative safety of the space behind the counter.

As he set about cleaning the coffee machine and trying to ignore the woman he was becoming more obsessed with by the moment Theresa appeared next to him.

“What was that all about?” She whispered, looking at him wide eyed. “Does Matty have a crush?”

“C’mon T,” Matthew looked over at her, but couldn’t help give a little smile, “she comes in a lot and has just been very kind a couple of times.”

“Uh huh,” Theresa looked at him knowingly. “Don’t get your hopes up there buddy. She is, like, super hot.”

Matthew rolled his eyes. “Isn’t it time for you to go anyway? The rush is over.”

Theresa smiled, “Don’t have to tell me twice!”

He watched her head to the back to clean up and clock out, leaving him alone with his thoughts, and unfortunately not much to do but wonder what was going on at that table by the window.

As Mistress Emilie listened to David, the latest prospective slave who was already well on his way to losing her interest, drone on about the local kink scene and how he is known and respected in it she kept finding her eyes drawn back to Matthew, the shy barista. He was doing his best to both look busy and to not look too interested in what was going on at their table, but she was very cognizant of everything going on around her and she enjoyed the way he kept glancing over at them.

“Thank you David, you really sound like you know the local scene and like you are pretty sure you have what it takes to be my slave.” She shared a smile with him that was all teeth and held little actual warmth. “Would you say that is right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” the man bowed his head slightly, “I would certainly like the chance.”

I bet you would, Mistress Emilie thought to herself as she popped a piece of cherry chewing gum in her mouth. She hadn’t done anything like what she was considering now in any of her meetings, but for all of David’s flaws he did put in effort and she appreciated that. More than that though, she found herself wanting to give Matthew a bit of a show, if he was being as attentive as she thought he was.

“I see,” she replied. “Well, I think a little test is in order. Pass it and we will see how things go.”

“Of course, Mistress, how can I please you?” The man was now clearly excited, just as she expected he would be.

She leaned forward as though she was about to say something then casually spit the chewing gum on to the coffee shop floor. “Whoops, silly me!” She said, raising her hands to her chest in a display of mock embarrassment.

David quickly bent over to retrieve the gum but before he could get his hand to it she dropped one of her heels on to it, grinding it more into the floor. It was only then that the man realized what had happened wasn’t a mistake.

Mistress Emilie stared directly at him, her blue eyes cold and firm, “do not make a show of it David, but I want you to carefully reach down, peel the gum from my heel, and pop it in your mouth. You will chew the gum all the way home, and send me a picture of it still in your mouth once you arrive. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Emilie,” the man said, nodding.

As David did his best to do what she commanded she peeked over at Matthew, just in time to see his eyes go wide as the man popped the gum into his own mouth. Mistress Emilie gave him a slight shrug and another wink before turning back to David.

“That is all David, you can go now.” Mistress Emilie made the same dismissive hand gesture she had made at Matthew earlier in the afternoon.

Matthew watched with rapt fascination as the man rushed out the door, only as the door closed did he stop to think about how aroused he was, or worry that his erection might be noticeable under his apron. He quickly turned away from the counter and began organizing flavored syrups and going through the mental checklist of what had to be done for him to close the shop.

“Did you enjoy the show?” Her calm confident voice called from behind him. He turned to see her standing by the counter and visibly grinning at him. He visibly gulped and nodded.

“It was um…” He looked up at her with his cheeks turning deep red for at least the third time since he had gotten to the shop that day.

“Fascinating?” She offered. “Interesting? How about just really fucking hot?” She was enjoying toying with him entirely too much.

He looked at her and somehow simultaneously smiled and shrank from her, “all of that?” The words practically squeaked in his mouth.

His shyness was more delicious than she could fully explain as it was not usually her thing. Then again, she realized, it was the shyness that did it for her but what it represented, his utter innocence.

She took out another piece of gum and popped it in her mouth. “Do you close tomorrow Matthew?”

“Yes Ma’am, I do.” He said.

“Hmm,” she made a quiet tutting sound. “Ma’am just won’t do, but we can cover that another time. I will see you tomorrow Matthew. Maybe we can talk more then.”

Before turning to leave she took the gum out of her mouth and pressed it into the counter in front of him. She didn’t say anything else but she could see the erection forming in his pants again and knew that the look on her face spoke volumes.

They stood there in complete silence for a long moment, their eyes locked. It was not a battle of wills, but rather a silent collaboration, a dance that only one of them really understood. Her smile broke into a full grin when he looked down at the gum and picked it up tentatively. When he looked back up at her she nodded, silently telling him both that he understood and that it was worth it to pass this test.

He gulped again and then slowly put the gum in his mouth, chewing it tentatively for a moment.

“Good boy,” she whispered to him, “see you tomorrow.”

She turned and left the shop without another word. He watched her leave, stunned at everything that had just happened, and thankful that there was nobody present to have seen that all play out or to notice the rock hard erection he had under his apron.

As soon as it was time to close he quickly locked the door and flipped the sign around. He then rushed to the bathroom and locked himself in a stall. He was soon bent over the toilet masturbating furiously while sucking on the gum and replaying everything that had happened over the course of the last little while. Soon he was imagining what it would have felt like to peel the gum off her heel, or eat it directly off her heel, at her command. That was what he imagined as he spurted his seed into the toilet and slumped against the stall.

After eventually cleaning himself up and finishing the closing of the shop Matthew began the walk home. The voice in his head told him that she wouldn’t really want to talk to him tomorrow. In his post orgasm clarity he thought again about how she was older, clearly accomplished, possibly wealthy, and about a hundred times more attractive than he was. The attention she had given him was nice though, if a little weird.

Why am I still chewing her gum? He silently asked himself as he entered the apartment, going right back to his bedroom. The gum had long lost its flavor, but he kept chewing it anyway. It was in her mouth, he thought, his arousal stirring again as his mind went back to the way she placed it on the counter and stared at him until he silently accepted… What was it I was accepting?

Soon he was hiding under his covers, masturbating again, his mind traveling again back to that moment when the gum was stuck on the heel of her boot, when he orgasmed for the second time that day he basked in the glow for quite awhile, even drifting off to sleep briefly. His hunger eventually stirred him and he took the chewing gum out of his mouth. He looked at it for a long moment, unable to bring himself to throw it away. He placed it on the corner of his desk before heading to the kitchen to find a much too late dinner.

Mistress Emilie was also at home masturbating, and wondering to herself how surprised the young man would be to find out he was the subject of her fantasy, and how much more surprised he would be to find out just what that fantasy looked like. She looked at the picture of David on her phone again. He had done exactly as she had told him to, and somehow, that wasn’t enough for her.

Closing her eyes she imagined her barista on his knees in front of her, thirstily accepting her gift as she pissed into his mouth, all over his face, soaking the ridiculous green apron he wore while working. As she worked herself through her first of what she planned to be many orgasms that night the thought in her mind surprised her, he is far too good for that apron.

As she continued to finger herself she considered how little she knew of the boy. Then again, she reminded herself, she had known so little of her previous slave as well. But she had known enough then and she felt like she knew enough now. It was already settled in her mind, he was going to be hers. No, she corrected herself, he is mine. He was the moment he picked up that piece of gum.

She had her strongest orgasm of the night imagining him kneeling, watching her please herself, learning how to please her. He was going to give her so much pleasure, and she was going to give him a far more beautiful existence than he could imagine. She was sure of it, so long as he could accept the sacrifices that would be made along the way.


Chapter 3

Normally, Emilie would let the boy stew in his thoughts for a few days and wonder what was coming next. But having made her decision, both of their decisions though he did not know that yet, she was feeling impatient. She also felt that maybe he was a little too fragile to handle that. If his thoughts were where she suspected they were he would not just want, but desperately need, to see her.

She slowly sifted through her closet looking for the right outfit before settling on reddish-purple leggings, a black t-shirt, and the same boots she had worn the previous day. She so rarely wore the same items on back-to-back days, but she hoped the boots would hold some symbolism for the boy. She pulled her long blond hair back into a tight ponytail, another thing she almost never did, before putting on a light coating of makeup.She then chose a pair of large black sunglasses and left for the coffee shop.

She timed her appearance for just a few minutes before the shop was to close. She wanted Matthew to herself, and she wanted to let his anticipation peak before she arrived. She enjoyed the way his eyes widened as she walked in. Before approaching the counter she gave a quick glance around the shop to see that they were alone. Other than a college aged woman in headphones sitting far from the counter they were.

She walked up to the counter and placed a ten dollar bill in front of her. “I would like a large caramel latte please.”

“Yes, Ma–” he cut himself off before saying Ma’am again.

She smiled and watched as he stumbled through making the drink. As he brought it back to her she winked at him. “How many times did you masturbate last night Matthew?”

He stopped so suddenly he almost spilled her drink. She giggled quietly as she took it from him, once he had stabilized it. “Well?”

He looked down at his shoes and mumbled quietly, “five times.”

She nodded approvingly and took a sip of the latte. It wasn’t his best work, but she wasn’t surprised considering the state she had him in. “I am going to go sit over there. We will talk more after you close up.”

He nodded and smiled slightly, though he was only barely able to look up at her. She sauntered across the room slowly, knowing he was watching and enjoying both the effect she was having on him and how shy he was.

She enjoyed watching him for the last fifteen minutes or so of his shift and breathed a quiet sigh of relief when the only other patron in the shop, the woman in the headphones, got up and left a few minutes before closing.

As soon as Matthew had locked the door and turned the store sign to closed, Mistress Emilie got up from her seat and walked over to him.

“Five times eh boy?” He looked up at her as she towered over him. “That is kind of impressive really.”

“I um…I have to finish some things up before I can leave.”

“Take your time boy. I came today for a private conversation anyway.” She followed him behind the counter, ignoring any further pretense of the customer/barista relationship. “Do you know what I have been doing here the last couple of weeks?”

He shook his head, and she could see the sweat forming on his forehead. She had never treated someone so completely like prey before. Everyone else had always come to her already knowing what they were looking for. Matthew though, sweet, shy, Matthew was something else entirely.

“I have been working on my writing a bit, I am a writer among other things. I have also been interviewing prospective slaves. And lately I have been watching you.”

“S-slaves?” He backed up a bit, but she followed him, essentially cornering him between the coffee roaster and flavored syrups.

“Yes, slaves.” She licked her lips and locked eyes with him. “What did you think was going on when I made that man chew gum off the floor yesterday? Or when I gave you a very similar choice?”

“I, uh, I don’t really know. I just know it was kind of um, well really hot.” He looked down at the floor with the admission and she backed up just enough to give him room to breathe.

“Do you know what BDSM is, boy?” She asked him.

“Like whips and chains and stuff?” She could tell from his answer that he had seen some porn, probably even enjoyed it, but didn’t grasp the nuances of it, not really.

“It is so much more than that, but yes, that is the basic gist of what I am talking about.” She smiled at him and relaxed her posture slightly, and felt a tingle when he did the same. He was so submissive, so focused on pleasing, and didn’t even know it. “I think you are submissive Matthew, does that sound right?”

He tilted his head slightly and remembered how it felt taking the gum, and remembered how good it felt when she called him a ‘good boy.’ “I, I guess.”

“Well, let’s review. You dote on me entirely when I am here, you bring orders to my table when you don’t do that for anyone else. You even took the gum. You have done basically everything I want. Sometimes without even knowing it. Doesn’t that sound submissive?”

He nodded, “so what does that mean?”

It means, dear boy, that you’ve won! She wanted to scream it to him like Willy Wonka. She knew that wasn’t the answer he needed though. He needed to be brought along, step by step, and that is what she intended to do.

“Well, I think you need to figure that out for yourself. When is your next night off?”

“I have off the day after tomorrow.”

“Good.” She handed him a card. “Go to my website. Read my blog. If it intrigues you, meet me for dinner the day after tomorrow. There is a steakhouse on 45th street not far from here.”

He gulped and nodded, taking the card, though at the moment all he could think was how there was no way he could afford that steakhouse.

“It is my treat dear boy.” It was as if she could read his mind. “Even if nothing comes of it I think you will find it an enlightening experience.”

“Thank you um..” He raised his shoulders as if asking a question.

“Emillie. Mistress Emilie, as you can see on the card.” She pointed to the card in his hand. “It is okay if the Mistress comes later though.”

“Thank you Mistress Emilie.” The way he said it sounded so natural to her. She wanted to hear him say it again and again.

She leaned forward as if she was about to whisper something to him, spilling a bit of her drink in the process. “Oh dear! I have spilled a bit.”

He looked down at the floor and saw a bit of the spill on the floor and a bit more on her boot. He grabbed a handful of paper towels and dropped to his knees cleaning first the floor and then her boot. He looked up to find her grinning down at him, her blond hair circling her face and the entire image taking up his entire vision. He felt in that moment like he could get lost in her ice blue eyes.

“Maybe next time you’ll use your tongue instead.” She winked at him and offered him a hand to help him up.

He blushed deeply. “Thank you um..Mistress Emilie.”

“Good boy,” The words were like syrup over his ears, and his mind. She considered reaching out for his erection but decided she had pushed him enough for one day. “I am going to leave so you can finish your work. See you soon though I hope.”

He opened the shop door for her to leave and watched her start down the street. As soon as she was out of sight he let the door close and dropped to the floor next to it sitting against the wall. Had that just happened? Was it real?

He brought himself to orgasm twice before he left the shop to go home. Once he was home, he was again quickly locked in his room, this time reading Mistress Emilie’s blog. It was like falling through a hole in the floor and landing in a world he had scarcely imagined. Phrases like ‘high protocol’ and ‘total power exchange’ were entirely new to him. He read for hours, exploring the details of her previous life in Montreal, and her slave there.

There were pictures with almost every entry and many of them were shocking and exciting. He rubbed himself slowly through his pants as he read, sometimes not even realizing he was still doing it. Everything about Mistress Emilie’s life was drawing him in. Was he a slave? Did he want to be?

He had never considered such thoughts before but everything he was seeing aroused him so much and she made him feel things he had never felt before. He was pretty sure he wanted to be her slave. He exploded in his pants as he had the thought, feeling his warm cum ooze through his boxers. Normally he would get up and clean himself off straight away, but now he just kept reading.

He was fully aroused again within just a few minutes and despite the quickly cooling mess in his pants he came again while reading an entry that described she had trained him over time to respond to pain, particularly caning, to the point that he once orgasmed just from the experience of her caning his ass. The pictures of that were brutal but somehow also beautiful, endless stripes of bruising on a smooth, hairless, ass, with black leather cuffs and straps framing all of it.

Even that did not prepare him for what came next though. The title of the next post was ‘So, I Castrated My Slave.’

He stared at just the title for a long moment and found himself confused as to why she would do that, and more confused as to why he was so intrigued still. Soon, he found himself reading the post. It started with her reasoning, that it marked him as hers entirely, that it made him essentially useless to vanilla women, that it was a great sacrifice, and that she felt it would forge even greater intimacy between them. He squirmed in his seat as he read, especially about how it would discourage jealousy when she took lovers if he knew that he was simply not like them. It took on a philosophical tone as it discussed eunuchs as a third sex, neither man nor woman, which he didn’t fully understand.

Soon though he was reading about the actual act, it was treated almost as a ritual, the only people present were the slave, the Mistress, and a doctor friend who did the actual castration. He was awake for the entire procedure, and she forced him to watch as, one by one, his testicles were removed from his scrotum and severed from his body. Local anesthesia kept him from feeling any real pain but the experience of watching his manhood taken from him had to have left him forever changed, just as much as the act itself.

Matthew was surprised that there were pictures, the slave’s smooth front, with nothing hanging below his large, but limp, and pierced penis. There was something strangely beautiful about all of it. He was surprised by that too, and surprised by the fact that, somehow, he was aroused yet again.

Finally stripping himself of his soiled pants Matthew snuck to the bathroom to clean himself up. He then crawled into bed entirely naked, which was very unlike him, and drifted off to a fitful sleep, his dreams haunted by her blue eyes, and thoughts of where she might take him if she chose to.


Chapter 4

Matthew spent the next two days in a haze, not believing she wanted him, not sure he should go to the steakhouse, and barely believing she would be there if he showed up. Despite all of that, he cleaned himself up and put on his nicest clothes, a pair of slacks and a button down shirt he owned mostly for job interviews, and found himself standing outside the doors of the restaurant at the appointed time.

“Oh good, you came.” Her voice seemed to float on the breeze as he turned around to face her. “I was worried I was going to have to call that bore from the other day if you didn’t show. I would have looked so sad eating alone.”

He could only stare. Nothing he had seen of her could have prepared him for the vision standing in front of him now. Her blond hair up in a tight ponytail, a gray turtleneck sweater dress and knee high black boots with a shiny stiletto heel.

“You look…I should have… I’m sorry.” He stammered and stared.

She grabbed his shoulders and turned him so he was facing her squarely, like one might do a child. “Listen, you look fine. You are here because I want you to be here. I am not ashamed to be seen with you. Do you understand?”

It was the second time it felt like she was reading his mind. He nodded. “Thank you Mistress Emilie.”

She leaned close to him. “I do love hearing you say that, but just Emilie while we are inside, okay.”

He nodded and she turned him around and led him through the door. He had eaten a few nice meals in his life but had never been in a place such as this. He could barely focus as she spoke with the host or when they were led quickly to a corner table in the back.

Once they were seated and alone she said “I come here from time to time, so I will order.”

“Yes M–Emilie.”

“You are doing well.” She smiled at him. “I know this is a lot. It is going to be like that for a while. Unless you run off.”

“A while?” As he asked the question a server brought them a bottle of sparkling water and began asking if they were ready to order.

Mistress Emilie turned to face the elderly waiter. “We will have the stuffed mushroom appetizer, and the tomato and mozzarella salad. We will be sharing the porterhouse for two. We would also like mashed potatoes, as well as the creamed spinach. I will take a glass of pinot noir. My dear friend here will not be drinking tonight.”

The waiter took notes as quickly as she spoke. “And the steak?”

“Medium rare, of course.” She smiled at the man. “Thank you.”

The server scurried off and she turned back to Matthew, who looked completely lost.

“And yes, boy. A while.” She smiled. “What did you think of the blog?”

He felt the heat creeping up his neck once again. Noticing it she felt suddenly predatory again, and she absolutely adored this prey. “It was fascinating.”

“Mhm.” She smiled at him knowingly. “Fascinating is a good word. How many times did you cum?”

His cheeks turned an even darker shade of red and he gulped audibly. “Three. Maybe four.”

She nodded and took a sip of water, wishing for her wine to appear. “I am glad you have been enjoying yourself, and I am glad I inspire you so much.”

She stopped talking as the server brought her glass of wine. She tasted it and nodded approvingly. “I was going to ease into this conversation Matthew, but I am impatient and I think you know what I want. I want you, and I don’t think you are going to resist me. I am going to make you my slave.”

He nearly fell out of his chair as his head swam at her words. He could barely organize his thoughts, let alone form them into words. She just sat there smiling at him, the predator had caught her prey.

“Matthew, you know it is true. You knew it was true when you were reading my blog. You knew it was true when you came here tonight. If you didn’t want this, you wouldn’t be here.” She knew she had him, she also knew giving the illusion of choice was a great way to sink her hooks in the rest of the way. “Of course you could leave now. I wouldn’t blame you. You have your life, as it is. But if you stay for dinner you are as good as mine. By the end of the meal, you will be my slave. Or you can just say the words now.”

His head buzzing was now joined by a throbbing erection in his pants. “The words?”

“Don’t play dumb with me boy. You know what I want to hear.” She offered one of her hands across the table. It felt like electricity coursing through him as he took it. “Just say that you are my slave and we can start this adventure together.”

He wanted to say the words, but he also had so many questions. The biggest one that came to mind was ‘why?’ That isn’t what he asked though. “How do you know you want me?”

She laughed gently and squeezed his hand. “It doesn’t matter how I know. I know. I want you. To be honest, I have you. And the faster you admit that to yourself and to me the faster we can figure the rest of it out.”

This was nothing like how dating would go in his mind. They had not even received the appetizers on their first date and she was saying she wanted him to be her slave. Then again he never thought slavery would enter into the dating equation at all. He also knew that if he dated for a thousand years he would never meet anyone as compelling, or as beautiful, again, and that even if he did he wouldn’t have a chance with them.

His breathing finally slowed and he looked up to meet her cool blue eyes. He spoke to her and maybe for the first time he didn’t stammer. “I am your slave.”

“Yes, boy. You are.” She responded.

They sat for hours after that, enjoying their meal while she talked him through the beginnings of what would happen and how his life would change. He had been expecting something slow, like what had been described in her blog between her and her first slave, but she had different plans in mind for him. She explained that, frankly, because he didn’t have significant entanglements she wanted to try something different. She wanted to immerse him fully in her world right away. If it didn’t work, though she knew it would, she promised him he’d be able to get back to his old life with minimal problems and that he would have made a friend for life.

He was stunned by the enormity of it all and the speed at which she demanded he move, but he was also exciting to him in a way he couldn’t have imagined. His life had been directionless for sometime and now it felt entirely the opposite. The next day he would be giving notice at the coffee shop, she couldn’t have her slave working in that place, though she assured him he would be coming back often. By the end of the next week he was to be packed and ready to move into her place, that would have been the most shocking part were it not for the instruction to meet her at a specific tattoo parlor the next evening when his shift at the coffee shop had ended.

After she paid the bill she smiled at him. “One more thing, slave. By my count you’ve had at least a dozen orgasms in the last few days. I hope they will hold you over. Because you don’t get to cum without my permission anymore. Your days of endless wanking are over.”

He nodded, “I understand.”

“I don’t think you do, but you will.”

She took him by the hand and led him out of the restaurant. He was sure everyone there was wondering what a woman like that was doing with a guy like him but he didn’t care. He felt like he was floating but was also concerned as to what was going to happen next.

“You are coming back to my place before you go home tonight,” she told him.

Her place turned out to be a condominium two blocks in the other direction of the coffee shop from where he lived. It was amazing how different the world could be just a few blocks away. Soon he was staring out at the city from her 40th floor condo, easily a hundred times nicer than anywhere he had ever lived.

She came up behind him and took him by the shoulder. “Strip,” she said, interrupting his enjoyment of the view.

He did as he was told, certain that if nothing else a new slave should be obedient, though still barely believing this sudden change in his life was real.

Soon she had him naked and lying on his back on the floor while she shaved all of the hair from around his straining cock.

“I guess I am going to have to do something about that,” she said to him grinning.

He smiled back at her, hoping that she meant getting him off. She did not. What she wanted to do was kick him in the balls, but she knew he wasn’t ready for that. Instead she grabbed his dick harshly and dug her nails, not enough to draw blood, but certainly enough to cause pain. His smile turned to a loud whimper, but to his credit he did not try to get away from her.

“That is a start. Stay right there,” she told him.

A few moments later she dropped a bag of ice on his crotch and held it there with her boot while he squirmed under it. She laughed, pleased at how well he was falling into his place. She knew he could get up if he wanted to, and she was also sure she could put him through much worse before he would. He was going to be perfect.

Eventually the squirming stopped and she felt confident that his cock had shriveled appropriately. She crouched down beside him and held a metal contraption in front of him. He recognized the chastity device from her blog.

“Do you understand now, boy?” She asked him.

“Yes, Mistress Emilie.” He pouted at her, though in truth he knew this was going to be part of it and he was as excited by this as everything else.

She realized just how true that was when his cock started stirring as she worked it into the device. Fortunately, she was able to get him fully encased in his new cage without further incident. She then showed him a small metal lock, before snapping it into place with an audible click.

His cock almost immediately started straining against the cage as they both heard the sound. She held his caged member in her hand and blew on it soothingly, then teasingly flicked her tongue at it through the small openings. His eyes rolled back in his head as he moaned with pleasure and frustration.

“Now you are going to learn how much better it can feel not to cum. Isn’t that exciting boy?” She whispered to him.

There was so much more she wanted to show him, but she knew she had to take her time. Soon she had him dressed and ready to head home, though both were happy with the thought that soon he would be there with her all the time.

As she was about to send him out the door she reached out and grabbed his caged cock again using it to pull him close. She kissed him passionately, forcing her tongue into his mouth and probing the corners of it, wanting him to feel claimed entirely. When she broke the kiss she could feel the throbbing in the cage and he was breathing as hard, she imagined, as he had ever breathed.

She kept a hold of his cock and used it to pull him close so she could whisper to him. “Don’t worry boy. You won’t have to wear that cage forever. Just until my doctor friend can visit from Montreal.”

She felt his knees buckle at that and she went back down to the floor with him. He sat and stared at her, pupils dilated, and breathing still hard. His cock was notably still throbbing as well.

“So you really did read a lot of my blog?”

He nodded slowly, “yes, Mistress.”

“How did you feel about that when you read it?” She stared into him. “Did you think that could happen to you?”

He shivered involuntarily before nodding again. “I was fascinated. There was something strangely beautiful about it.” He blushed and looked down, “I masturbated to the thought several times.”

She chuckled quietly at that. “Isn’t that silly, boy? Masturbating to the idea of me taking your precious balls.”

He looked at her in that moment and something clicked in his mind as he took in her smile and her eyes, and everything that had happened. “They stopped being mine a little bit ago though, didn’t they Mistress?”

She couldn’t help herself in that moment and pulled him into a tight embrace. She knew it had been a big risk but she had chosen well, he really was perfect for her.

She kissed him on the cheek and held him a moment more before whispering, “honestly, boy, I think they stopped being yours the moment you picked up that piece of gum. Your fate was sealed.”

He collapsed more fully into her embrace at that, recognizing just how true it probably was. She held him there, on the floor, for a few minutes longer before helping him to his feet and sending him home.


Chapter 5

A few weeks later Mistress Emilie walked her slave into the coffee shop where he had worked just a short time earlier. He hadn’t been there since his last day. In truth, he hadn’t been anywhere other than her condo since the end of his last shift. She had felt it important to keep him cloistered away for a little while as he adjusted to his new life, which he had done perfectly.

He walked her to her usual table and then approached the counter to order.

Before he could get the order out, he knew hers by heart, and she had told him his order as well, Theresa looked at him and exclaimed. “Holy shit, Matthew?”

He understood why it took her a moment to recognize him, his long mop of brown hair was now cut short and carefully styled and he was wearing a tight gray polo shirt, black slacks, and heavy black boots. He looked completely different than the boy she had seen just a few weeks earlier. “Hi, Theresa.”

“Is that the woman from that one day?” She made a head motion towards the table. “Are you..with her?”

Despite his training he couldn’t help but blush and smile a bit. “Yeah,” was all he said.

“Well good for you Matthew.” She shook her head in amazement. “What can I get you?”

He gave her the order and she quickly put it together for them.

“It’s on the house,” she said as she handed over the two drinks. “It really is good to see you, Matthew.”

“It is good to see you too, and I will be in more often now. But um, Theresa?”

She tilted her head, “yeah?”

“Just M from now on okay? Not Matthew.”

“Just M?” She giggled, “okay then”

He smiled at her again and turned to take the drinks back to Mistress Emilie. Theresa watched him walk away thinking he was so different, and actually kind of hot. She also noticed, large on the back of his neck, a strange tattoo. It took her a moment to figure out what it was before realizing it was a QR code.

She shook her head in amazement, and watched as her old coworker Matthew, now just “M”, stook stock straight as he handed over the first drink to the beautiful blond haired woman, and seemingly waited for her to gesture her approval before joining her at the table.

“Huh,” she thought to herself as she turned back to her work. “That was fucking hot.”


I hope you enjoyed the first part of The Making of Slave M. This was not the story I set out to tell when I started writing but sometimes characters tell you where they are going instead of the other way around. What started out as a planned quick story of seduction and castration became something else entirely. I am excited to see where this story goes in the future. In the meantime, here are some of my other stories you might enjoy:

Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves

From College Student to Diapered Sissy: The Melodie Anne Story

Programmed into Diaper Slavery: A Silicon Valley Femdom Story

Becoming Tryst: The Adventures of Val & Tryst #1

From Friend to Pet: The Adventures of Val & Tryst #2

The Wood Nymph’s Thrall & Other Tales of Supernatural Enslavement
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